672         THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
" Hallo, auntie Ilinichna! You weren't expecting me,
were you ? "
" Good morning. And who are you to me, that I should
be expecting you ? Are you first cousin switch to om
wattle-fence ? " Ilinichna answered roughly, staring angrily
at Koshevoi's hated face.
Not in the least discountenanced by this reception, Mishka
said :
11 After all, we were acquaintances."
" And nothing more/'
" But that's enough for me to come and see you. I'm
not going to live with you/*
tf That pleasure hasn't come my way yet! " Ilinichna
pronounced and, taking no more notice of the visitor,
returned to her cooking.
Paying no attention to her words, Mishka looked around
the kitchen and said :
" I've called to see you and to find out how you're getting "*
on.  We haven't seen one another for a year or more."
"We hadn't missed you overmuch/' Ilinichna snorted,
furiously shifting the pots about over the coals.
Dunia was dressing in the best room. Hearing Mishka's
voice, she turned pale and silently clapped her hands.
Seating herself on the bench and not daring to move, she
listened to the conversation in the kitchen. A deep flush
suddenly flamed in her face, then her cheeks went so pale
that little stripes of white emerged down the fine hook of
her nose. She heard Mishka striding heavily about the
kitchen, sit down on a *chair which creaked beneath him,
then strike a match. The scent of cigarette smoke floated
into the best room.
" I hear your old man's died ? "
" Yes/'
" And Gregor ? "
Ilinichna was long silent, then with obvious reluctance
she answered:
" He's serving with the Reds. He's got the same sort of
star on his cap as you have/'
" He should have put it on long before. ..."
" That's his business/'
*   There was a distinct note of anxiety in Mishka's voice as
he asked: